Trust
by Gregorio Falzar
Play this on repeat, or don't: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=WQIQ_muEKHk
maybe start when you feel it's appropriate.



>When Lincoln was born Lynn always had a bond with him
>When he grew up he formed a bond with her too, but the parents always knew it was different 
>They've watched her over the years grow more and more dependent on Lincoln
>They've seen her light up at his complements
>They've seen her anger when he ignored her
>The parents knew that one day Lynn might try to escalate things with her own brother
>They push it off, either saying it will come later or it would never happen
>Well, on a loud rainy night, it happened

>In Licoln's room, a thunderstorm booms outside, effectively soundproofing the entire house.
>"Lincoln?"
>"Oh, hey Lynn. Whatcha need?"
>"There's this new wrestling move, I want to try out, but I think it needs some practice. Think you can help me out?"
>"Sure, let's do it."
>"Juuust one thing. I gotta tie your hands up for it to work. And no matter what you can't...uhm..."
>"I can't what?"
>"You can't tap out."

>Lincoln already did not like the sound of this wrestling move. He had heard that rumor of someone killing their brother with a botched Stone Cold Stunner.
>But even greater than his fear was his trust in his sister.
>He knew she'd always keep him safe.
>He knew she'd never hurt him.
>After a deep breath, he squared his shoulders.
>"Alright, Lynn. Let's go for it."

>Instructed to close his eyes and spread his arms and legs in a star position on the bed, he did so.
>He could feel Lynn's hesitation as she tied his limbs to the bed using his shirts as rope.
>But once the bonds were ready, and he opened his eyes, he saw that Lynn was looking down at her clasped together hands.
>As if she was hesitating for some reason.
>As if she was unsure she could go through with this.
>"Lynn? Is something wrong?"
>"Lincoln...that girl that was bullying you. She didn't like you in the end right? If someone were to do something with you, it wouldn't be hurting her, would it?"
>Lincoln was unsure as to what was happening. Or what this had to do with the wrestling move.
>"Lincoln. There's one last thing we need to do before I can try this move."
>"What?"
>"I gotta blindfold you."

>"I'm not sure that's a good idea, Lynn."
>"Trust me, Lincoln. You'll be fine. It'll all be fine."
>To Lincoln, that last part sounded more like she was trying to convince herself.
>"Well it's not like I can stop you if you do. You've got me pretty tied up."
>That did nothing to lighten the mood.
>He closed his eyes and the blindfold was on. It was somewhat musty and smelled like sweat. It must be Lynn's.
>He heard a whisper from Lynn. Between deep, nervous breaths.
>"You can do this. You're not doing anything wrong. He's yours, right?"
>Too late to back out now.
>"You're just taking what's yours."
>Too late to voice second thoughts.
>"Let's do this, Lynn. You can do this, Lynn."
>It's too late to stop.

>Lincoln was fidgeting under the blindfold.
>"Lynn, is this your shirt?"
>No response. All he could hear was breathing.
>Heavy breathing.
>"Lynn?...Are you still there?"
>He felt a weight on his chest, like someone was sitting on him.
>Straddling him.
>The breathing was even heavier now. It was obviously Lynn. But something about it seemed wrong.
>Very, very wrong.
>His chest was pounding so hard, he could hear it in his head.
>The blindfold made it worse.
>He was losing composure faster than a refugee.
>"Ly--"
>He felt lips pressed heavily against his. The weight moved lower. to his crotch.
>He felt his pants being lowered. His underwear was touching what he knew to be bare skin.

>Lincoln turned his head to free his mouth from Lynn's, trying desperately not to bite.
>Her tongue swiping his cheek.
>"Lynn, what the hell are you doing!?"
>She covers his mouth with her hand while nuzzling his neck, licking all over in a daze.
>His arms and legs are thrashing everywhere.
>Goddamn parents bought him sturdy clothes.
>Goddamn Lynn knew how to tie knots.
>Goddamn.
>Lynn easily overpowers his attempts to free himself.
>"I'm sorry Lincoln." She whispers in blind ecstasy, hand still over his mouth.
>"I'm sorry, I'm sorry. I'm sorry."
>She whispers it with each thrust as she rubs against him. Wrapping her free hand around him.
"I'm sorry. But I need this." 

>He shakes his head violently, freeing his mouth from her hand. Loosening the blindfold.
>"GET. OFF OF ME."
>Thunder strikes as he shouts at the top of his lungs, able to see Lynn's red sweaty, panicked face.
>She's completely naked, except for her socks. He wasn't expecting that.
>The thunder effectively drowned out Lincoln's screaming.
>Lynn pushed his head further into the bed by grabbing his neck with one hand, glancing in all directions in a panic to see if anyone heard.
>At the door. At the window. At the door again. Then back to him.
>She reached down to her left foot with her free hand and grabbed hold of her panties, still dangling from her foot.
>Hot tears were streaming down her face.
>"I'm really, really sorry, Lincoln."
>She gagged his mouth mouth was gagged.
>No escape now.

>Her breathing got hoarser. She was looking into his eyes, and that just made them both more nervous than ever.
>Lincoln's chest was a faithful recreation of Chunk's drumming.
>Lynn was drooling like a rabid dog. Her eyes looked wild. Barely human.
>She let go of his neck and moved her hand slowly down his chest.
>Then his stomach.
>Then his underwear.
>Drenched in her fluids.
>Shed doubled over to feel his body against hers.
>He could hear her whispering, almost mouthing the words.
>"It'll all be fine. I'm sorry. I'm sorry."
>Her face was a mess of tears, drool and mucous.
>And yet she had this crazed smile as she stared off into space.
>One hand draped around his shoulder.
>The other enthusiastically feeling the shape of his manhood over his underwear.
>He can't scream with his mouth covered.
>He can't move with his arms and legs bound.
>His hands are going numb from the lack of circulation. Struggling against the tight knots are bruising his wrists.
>One eye is still covered by the blindfold.
>His pants are wrapped around his ankles.
>He's hoping to God. To anyone. That Luan will burst through the door to make a rainstorm joke.
>His underwear is being fiddled with, she's unwrapping her new package.
>Her erect nipples are scratching his chest.
>Her ear is pressed firmly against his cheek.
>Her ponytail covering his gaggeed mouth.
>Even as she wriggles her prize free of its confines her whole body is thrusting against him.
>Breathing rhythmically to her thrusts.
>She finally gets it out.
>His scattered thoughts narrow to one shame.
>'God help me. Why am I hard?'

>Lynn's trembling girlhood was drooling for Lincoln to fill her.
>She sat up, straddling him once again, and moved his puzzle piece to hers.
>She wanted to be fulfilled.
>He entered.
>Didn't even make it halfway in.
>He came.
>So did she.
>His cum was slipping out of her lips and down his shaft.
>His eyes were clenched shut. Tears of anger and hate escaping and rolling down his cheeks.
>He felt the knot on his right hand loosen.
>He opened his eyes and looked at it. Then he looked at her.
>She was in a daze, breathing heavily, swaying back and forth, moving her face closer to his with each sway. Still grinding his dick in her, completely unaware of her environment.
>He saw his opportunity. And decided to take it.
>As she swayed close, he headbutted her.

>As Lynn fell back in shock, he yanked as hard as he could.
>And again.
>And again.
>And again.
>Finally his hand slipped free. Bleeding from the friction of the cloth and burning in irritation.
>Ignoring the screams of pain in his wrist, he pulled Lynn's panties out of his mouth, took a deep breath and screamed the first word he could think of as loud as he could.
>"FUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUCK"
>Lynn pounced back on him, holding his mouth shut with her hand, and trying to wrestle his free arm under control.
>He's struggling harder than a Hylian Loach on a rainy day.
>Flailing his arm to wrest it free from Lynn's grasp.
>Her nose is bloody, her eyes are wide and she looks like an animal caught in headlights.
>She's more afraid than she's ever been in her life.
>She's about to get caught.
>Lincoln is screaming as hard as he can with his mouth covered.
>Lynn's strength is waning, tears mixing with the blood quickly draining down her face.
>In a loud whisper, she pleads with Lincoln.
>"I'm sorry, Lincoln! Please, I'm sorry! I'll stop, please!"
>Lincoln trusted her not to hurt him.

>Lincoln slammed his open palm on her chest.
>No more.
>She fell off the bed. He began undoing the knots on his hands and feet.
>A stampede of footsteps are stomping up the stairs. His sisters are coming. The Thunder and Lighting outside his window won't stop.
>She gets on her feet. Not trying to stop Lincoln. A torrent of fluids dripping down her legs. Her red, sweaty face is a mixture of panic and hopelessness. Her hands are grasping the sides of her head. She's hyperventilating.
>She's afraid. She's excited. She still wants more.
>No more.
>Lincoln gets his ankles free and attempts to run out the room.
>His pants are still around his ankles. He forgot this.
>He trips and falls.
>The footsteps reach the top of the stairs and begin marching towards his bedroom door.
>Lincoln attempts to get up. Lynn grabs his bleeding hand. Softly, yet firmly.
>"Lincoln, please!"
>He winces in pain. No more. God, please. No more.
>"I'm sorry. Please."
>No more.
>"Please, Lincoln."
>Lincoln face is aghast with rage. No more.
>"Don't leave me all alone."
>Lightning strikes and increases the contrast on her desperate, sobbing face. No more.
>"I can't live without you."
>The door swings open.

The end.